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But now for authors nobler palms remain ;
" Room for my lord ! " three jockeys in his train ;
Six huntsmen with a shout precede his chair :
He grins  and looks broad nonsense with a stare.
His honour's meaning Dulness thus exprest,
" He wins this patron, who can tickle best.55
He chinks his purse, and takes his seat of state :
With ready quills the dedicators wait;
Now at his head the dexterous task commence,
And, instant, fancy feels th' imputed sense;
Now gentle touches wanton o'er his face,
He struts Adonis, and affects grimace :
Rolli the feather to his ear conveys,
Then his nice taste directs our operas :
Bentley his mouth with classic flattery opes,
And the puffed orator bursts out in tropes.
But Welsted most the poet's healing balm
Strives to extract from his soft, giving palm ;
Unlucky Welsted !  thy unfeeling master,
The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster.
While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain,
And quick sensations skip from vein to vein;
A youth unknown to Phoebus, in despair,
Puts his last refuge all in Heav'n and pray'r.
What force have pious vows ! The Queen of Love
Her sister sends, her vot'ress, from above.
As, taught by Venus, Paris learned the art
To touch Achilles' only tender part;
Secure, through her, the noble prize to carry,
He marches off his grace's secretary.
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